THE RAPE OF LVCRECE. 

Ohatefull, vaporous, and foggy nighr, 

Since thou artguilty of my curelefle crime : 

Mufter thy mifts to meete the Eafterne light, 

Make war againfi: proportion’d courfe of time. 

Or if thou wiltpermit the Sunne to clime 
His wonted height, yet ere he go to bed, 
Knitpoyfonous clouds about his golden head, 

-With rotten damps rauiih the morning aire, 

Let their exhald vnholdfome breaths make fickc 
The life of puritie, the fupreme faire, 

Ere he arriuc his wearie noone*tide prick e, 

And let thy muftic vapours march fo thick e, 

That in their fmoakie rankes,his fmothred light 
May fet at noone,and make perpetuall night. 

Were T a r qv i n night, as he is but nights child. 
The bluer ihiningQueenehe would diftainej 
Her twinckling handmaids to(by him defil’d) 
Through nights black bofom fhuld not peep again. 
So fhould 1 haue copartners in my paine, 

> Andfellowfhip in woe doth woe aflfwage, 

• As Palmers chat makes fhort their pilgrimage. 

Where 
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Where now 1 haue no one to blufh with me, 

To croflfe their armes & hang their heads with mine, 
To maske their browes and hide their infamie, 

Butt alone, alone muftfit and pine, 

Seafoning the earth with fhowres of filuer brinej 
^Minglingmy talk with tears, my greefwith grones, 
• • Poore wafting monuments of lading mones. 

O night thou furnace of fowl e reeking finokel 
Let not rhe iealous daie behold that face, 

V V hich vnderneath thy blacke all- hiding cloke 
Immodeftly lies martird with difgrace. 

Keepe ftill pofleflion of thy gloomy place, 

That all the faults which in thy raigne are made, 
May likewife be fepulcherd in thy {hade. 

Make me not obieft to the tell-tale day, 

The light will (hew chara&erd in my brow, 

The ftorie oflweete chaftities decay, 

The impious breach of holy wedlocke vowe. 

Y ea the illiterate that know not how 

To cipher what is writ in learned bookes, 

Will cote my lothiome trefpaffein my lookes. 
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